NO     MORE     PEACE

NAPOLEON. Precisely! . . . (To ANGEL.)
Try something else, child.

(ANGEL  manipulates switchboard;  from  the loud-
speaker issue the strains of the " Internationale.93)

ST. FRANCIS :  What a beautiful chorale !

NAPOLEON. What ? The " Internationale ! "
Is this possible ? Are the Gods going red ?

ANGEL. Oh, I'm so sorry. Your Majesty 1 I
got on to hell by mistake . . .

(She switches off.)

ST. FRANCIS. Nevertheless, I found the music
very sweet.

NAPOLEON.   Have you seen the papers ?

ST. FRANCIS.   I never read the papers.

NAPOLEON (to ANGEL). Have the European
evening papers come?

ANGEL.   Yes, Your Majesty.

NAPOLEON.   What's happening in Paris ?

ANGEL.  The Government has been overthrown.

NAPOLEON. Most unusual! Anything about
me?

ANGEL.   Your Majesty's name is not mentioned.

NAPOLEON. Hm 1 The Parisians always were
an ungrateful lot!

ST. FRANCIS. You must not forget you have
been dead more than a hundred years.

NAPOLEON. What are a hundred years ? . . .
(To ANGEL.) And London ?
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